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Cultural Differences 


Author's Notes: 
This story prodded me out of bed late one night and demanded to be written. It\'s a bit on the weird side, but 


still, it\'s nice to finish a story now and again! 


Cultural Differences 


[Material excised from the Playboy interview, April 2001] 

So, Jason: what's the worst thing they ever did to you? 

Well, shit. How fucking long have you got? | guess the worst thing--and the most disrespectful--was turning 
down the bass on AUFA. That really wasn't cool, man. It hurt. But, fuck. I'm done with talking about that. So, 


let's see... 


Okay, I'm not sure if this is the worst thing--maybe the grossest thing--but it definitely had the longest time 


between set-up and payoff. Those fuckers can be patient when they want to be. 
So this one needs some back-story. 


It's my first tour with Tallica. You know the story, right? Young, naive Jason goes off to Japan with big, mean 
Metallica and they haze the living shit out of me. So, we've already had the wasabi thing--and that put me off 
my greens for months, let me tell you--and after the last gig in Tokyo, we're catching a late dinner at some 


noodle bar. 


Lars gets this look in his eye, and tells me that | should order bukkake. That I'll love it, it'll soothe my mouth 
after the fucking wasabi that | ate fucking days ago. Little fucker. So, | order me some bukkake, all the time 
expecting eels or live crabs. | dunno, something gross. After the whole wasabi thing, there was no way that | 
wasn't suspicious of anything they suggested. 


"Hey, Jay.. we got you some new picks." Yeah, sure. They're covered with itching powder, or some shit, right? 


Anyway, | was all set to throw a tiny crab at Lars and watch it snap its tiny pincers into his nose, when this 
bowl of utterly normal noodles arrives. No crabs crawling over the rim, no eels for me to skewer with my 
chopstick. Nothing. | slurp up some and it's good Really fucking good. Everyone's staring at me and this bowl 
and--fuck--they look so disappointed. 


| still get a kick out of that bit. 


Fast-forward fifteen years and we're eating at a Japanese restaurant in Germany, of all places. No, | don't 
know the fuck where or why. It was probably Lars's idea. Anyway, it suddenly comes to me that some noodles 
would be good, so, | ask the waiter if they could make me some bukkake. And get a really odd look in return, 


‘lm sorry, sir, but that is not on the restaurants menu," he says. And then he winks at me. 


A few jugs of sake later and | go looking for the john. Before | know what the fuck's going on, I'm being hustled 
into the waiters’ breakroom by the cute waiter. Yes, okay, | did say "cute." He was all tall and blond.. wha? No, 
| do NOT have a thing for James. | don't know where you people get these goddamn ideas from. 


So, there | am, down on my knees thinking that I'm getting lucky tonight. Because, you know, everything seems 
like a great fucking idea after sake. The room's filling up with wait staff, and | don't care ‘cause he's working 

his cock in and out of my mouth and l'm groaning and trying to unzip one-handed and it's really fucking hot... | 
can feel all these eyes watching me. Us And it's really fucked up, but my whole life feels like one big fuck-up 


so it's not fucking news to me. 


But then he pulls out and | open my eyes just in time to see him shooting his wad all over my fucking face. 
Now that's fucked up, and not in a good way. | can't even open my mouth to ask what the fuck he's thinking 
because his buddies are moving in and suddenly | see that everyone's got their fucking dicks out. And seriously, 


what the fuck? 


By the time everyone's jacked off on me, it's pretty fucking clear that bukkake means something completely 
different in Germany than Japan. Learn something new every fucking day. 


What? No, | didn't come. Fucking gross, man. 


[End of excised material] 


